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M AY UK you rolka silting out 
-there In the 22-oent Mate. 
Including tux, hare noticed 
the recent and rut Im¬ 
provement In Hugh Foley's scenes. 
No doubt you have obaerved that 
Huthle no longer eortena hte punches 
In bln vigorous personal warfare with 
the villain or the piece, and that whin 
he now bump* one of our foremost 
heavies on the beexrr, it la an honest- 
to-heaven* wallop of the J. Dempsey 
or midden-death variety, and you can 
arc the vlllaln'a nose retire visibly Into 
hla ahull. 

IWuieed frontal honea. along with 
miscellaneous wounds and contusion*, 
are now common In the tUidlo of the 
Cine* Torino Company out Dob An¬ 
geles way, and the first of these new 
and genuine battle aeenea may be 
found In onr latest five-reel triumph. 
•U»rd Jones." which ha* Just been re¬ 
leased to a waiting world, and which. 
If I do say It myeelf, who should not. 
1 * one of the clppleat thing* 1 bavo 
ever done. It l» a personal triumph 
for Hugh Foley, and will figure In hla 
new contract, her.nine the exhibitor* 
are clawing at each other In their des¬ 
perate effort* to book it nrsl 

Until ihe "Lord Jones’’ picture caino 
through, there had always been one 
bad spot In every FYiley release, and 
nobody realised It more clearly than 
Steyr Dryden. which are the words on 
my semi-detached bungalow. Many 
a painful conversation have I held 
with old man Fellman, who loaf* 
about the lot a great deal, and Is per¬ 
mitted to. by virtue of the fart th.it 
he own* Ihe Cun *-Torino, 

The general and Justifiable com¬ 
plaint had Ibecn that in tils fight 
scene* Hugh Foley pulled hts punches. 
HI* fights, said the rrltlcs and the 
public, were fuke brawls and devoid 
of sincerity. Instead of knocking thr 
loathsome villain for a coupte of goals. 
Hugliie hit him softly and tenderly 
pretending a vast amount of violence 
hut deluding nobody. Least or all did 
tiles.- bogus buttles deceive the lynx- 
ev gentry that walk in and *u down 
aft. i lulling their two hits to the 
cashier. 

Kve ry movie goer In America Car¬ 
rie* i mental ax. Woe beilde the 
dirvctoi who says, "Look at the slop- 
wreck." and then reveals something 
photographed n a bulhtub. 

We received a g eat many loiter* 
from these u'.tlmatc consumers com¬ 
plaining of II ighle's fighting style. 1 
begged llughlt to warm up and do 
buttle, hut It was useless The pro¬ 
prietor of the fine*" Turin, till mated, 
without concealing hi* Irritation, that 
If 1 couldn’t make Hugh Foley fight 
with a certain amount of needful 
ferocity, he would probably find a di 
rector who could. AH In a>l. I wu* 
rather low in mind over It 


The reason for this sot was Hugh any one else, toccaurc he simply grins selor, and discovered It before any 
Foley. He la the sort of human being at harsh words and pats a person on great harm was done; but llughis 

you would expect a man named Hugh the back, or else picks a person up mounted onward to stardom und th« 

Foley to be: handsome, cheerful, soft- bodily and' flops him Into s corner movies. loiter, and a* he grew mors 

hearted, likes children, and os strong without regard for feelings or dignity. famous, he Insisted with the lnill- 

as the caftdc they use In a tug of wer. Hughle and I grew up In South headrdneas of his race upon having 
I can’t manage him and neither can Chicago, 1 rapidly became a very sour me for tils director, and while I am 


FINALLY SIDNEY DROPPED UNDER THE REMAINS OF A TABLE 
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undoubtedly the greotcst of living or 
dead directors, I still realise what I 
owe to Hush. Naturally. 1 am fond 
of tlie blond Irishman, and lie regards 
me us a great man. with a number of 
well-defined limitations. 

W HEN' we comttlelcd "Whisper 
Ialund," which was our last 
dramatic triumph before 
"liOrd Jones," 1 sat In the 
projection room looking at the rough 
cut and feeling morose unto the point 
of murder. Old man Feltman 
sprawled upon an adjoining chalr.'and 
wo watched 7.000 feet of first-class 
film and about 300 feet of fight. The 
fight was terrible. Hughle knocked 
the villain dead, and you knew In 
your heart the Mow that laid the 
monster low would not really have In¬ 
jured a small child eating Its morning 
gruel. 

‘•Holy Crlpes!" Felt man said In a 
low voice. This he repeated feelingly 
•H during the tight stuff. 

"Holy Cripcs Is correct." I agreed 
solemnly. 

“It reminds me of a couple of fe¬ 
male Impersonators In mortal combat 
I told you to make him fight. I begged 
you to make him flgl.t." 

*T did what I could.” I replied dis¬ 
mally. "I asked Hugh over and over 
to put some zip Into It. He promised 
he would. I shot that scene throe 
time*, and this is the hist I got.” 

Feltman threw his cigar vlolent’y 
upon the concrete door and stamped 
on It. He rose and pawed Ills way In 
the darkness to the door, and I fol¬ 
lowed. 

"Something.’' he raid, "will have to 
be done. Tills can go no further. 
Every one of Hugh's pictures for the 
past year has had Just such a silly 
fight. I'm telling you. Dryden. You'll 
have to do something about this, or 
one of these days you'll hear bad 
news.” 

I sat up In bed one misty morning 
about 2 o’clock, a ruw days after this. 

‘ snd grinned a glad smile at the alarm 
dock. Within a week we were to be¬ 
gin on ’’Lord Jones.” and I had been 
frcftlng myself pink over the same 
old knot. 

•'What's the matter with you?" In¬ 
quired the missus, who Is a great bc- 
lievcr In using the night for slumber 
and having all your Ideas In the day¬ 
time. 

•I've got Jt," I stated In a tone of 

triumph. 

"Turn out the light.'' the laJy re¬ 
quested. "You may have It. but I 
don't want It, nor do t wish to lo ir It 

nt t * moment." 

I did a* requested, been -a.' In C-Ml- 
foinia nOW’litre Is true art so little 
appreciated as. In the bosom * one's 
home. V 

The next mdrnlng nl 10 I halted 
Jutv Howard In front of her dress ng 
room. 

"Conic into the office," 1 said brisk!v. 
"important.” 

“Very well," Julie answered cheer¬ 
ily. and she's one cheerful young per¬ 
son "It Is usual to say 'please' when 
•ddrcsslng n ludy.” 

1 said "please," and we entered my 
private boudoir, which was formerly 
a storehouse for synthetic elephants 
and decrepit scenery. I closed the 
dour 

“V.■ 1 love Hugh, don't you?" I in- 
qUlrcd, and it was n fair question, be¬ 
cause they were engaged, and every 
one knew It. Julie Is a diminutive 
leading lady with rope-colored hair 
and an encouraging smile. 8hc had 
played apposite Hugh In six of his last 
fourteen pictures. 

"j do” she replied, staring al me In 
some concern, “but why clog the 
wheels of progress and drug me in to 
ssk such a fool question on a nice 
morning?" 

"Some day you want him to be the 
foremost male star in the movies, 
.don't you?" I continued, and Julie 
bobbed her attractive head. 

“Good. You know, as we all know, 
that Ills tights have been bloomers. 
Everybody Is criticising them. If we 
want lo make better pictures with 
Hugh, we've got to do something 
about the fights, and >W can help 
ine.' 

••How?” Julie asked. 

"Got Hughle mad. I have figured 
out a scheme to rouse his angry pas¬ 
sions. He never went Into • fight yet 
•two he was roaring mad, and that's 


whnt l want him to be. I'm going to 
depend on you. Julie." 

"Howf she asked again, like an 
Indian. 

"Go lo Hugh and tell him you want 
to break your engagement." 

The lady surveyed me In cojd 
amusement. "Break our engngemcnL 
What for?" 

"Tell Hughle that you no longer love 
him; thnt you nre now older and 
plainly see that you cannot ever care 
for him as a wife should, and that 
consequently you will not marry him. 
Talk very acnsibly about it. and when 
he neks you it there Is another man. 
as he will, bow your bead and tell 
him there Is.” 

"Who might this other man b# 7 " 
Julie Inquired with faint sarcasm. 

"Sidney Hopper," I returned, "and 
there's your Jolly little scheme In a 
nutshell. Sidney Is the heavy In 'Lord 
Jones.' and It's his last job with the 
company. It's your duty lo avoid 
Hughle and be nice to Sidney, who. of 
course, will never know he has won 
your trembling and maidenly heart 
from Hugh." 

J t'LIE continued to stare nt rae as 
though I were a goldfish with 
nine legs that bad just been 
called to her attention. 

The Sidney Hopper in question, for 


whom 1 was conking up an unmonoto- 
nons future, was n second-rate actor 
who suffered from violent hallucina¬ 
tions about his ability. We paid him 
one hundred a week to he the villain, 
beeause he had a dissolute nnd wicked 
countenance, and looked like a miser¬ 
able scoundrel without uny make-up 
whatever. 

He was wholly unreliable, with a 
chronic fondness for rum. and he 
spent his nights ut the beach In the 
Brig Cafe, which was the one spot In 
California forbidden to Cincs-Tbrlno 
employees by old man Feltman. Hop¬ 
per was all through with our outfit 
and he knew it, and therefore 11 was 
laying it 0 n a bit to ask Julie to fall 
in love with him. even In pretense. 

“Sidney Hopper?" Juiie exclaimed 
“How ridiculous!" 

"Is it ridiculous?” I returned. "If 
it appears that you have given Hughle 
the sack, and have found lovable and 
husbandly qualities La Hopper which 


are Invisible to the rest of us, It may 
well be that we 4hall see a minor 
massacre when we come to the flat 
fight In 'Lord Jones.’ That's plain. 
Isn't it?" 

"Perhaps." she said, "but If I did 
agree to this piece of nonsense, what 
la there to keep Hugh from larruping 
Hopper without waiting for the cam¬ 
era? He might, you know." 

"I know Hughle. He will go quietly 
away and gloom himself half to death. 
He win sink Into a smoldering, silent 
grouch. HI guarantee there will be 
no physical violence until the proper 
time comes. Hughle is no longshore- 
man." 

"It's asking a great deal of a girl,” 
the said. "Think of breaking with 
Hugh for that drunken little boast of 
a Hopper." 

"Think of the picture. You want 
It to be a good picture, don't you?" 

"All right” Julie said. “TO do my 
best to help you. Steve. I want Hugh 
to get ahead, but I'm warning you 
now. If any trouble comes of all this. 
It Is entirely up to you." 

'Tulr enough." I said buoyantly, 
patting her on the shoulder. ''You're 
a nice little girt.” , 

We began shooting "Lord Jones" on 
the id of January and It skimmed 
along cnyly nn.1 without untoward 


Incident. Following our usual cus¬ 
tom. we were everything but the 
saloon •tuff, whl^li we sired for the 
last, because the saloon was the 
scene of the scrimmage between Lord 
Jones nnd Cecil Titherlngton. the In¬ 
sufferable scoundrel played by Sidney 
Hopper. It is ulways good Judgment 
lo shoot your light stuir at the very 
end In ease your star inadvertently 
had his features erased by a moving 
chair, lie can the?! go away and grow 
a new set and no harm done. 

I watched Hugh Foley to see how 
my scheme workej *nd, somewhat lo 
my surprise, he went along with lus 
dally work In hi* usual serene mun- 
ncr. I looked for signs of distress 
over losing Julie, but there wus nary 
a sign. After a day or two 1 spoke 
to her. 

"Well." I demanJed. "did you break 
off the engagement?" 

"I did not." she replied. "Wlut’a 
the use of doing It now 7 You're a long 


way from the end of this picture, and 
that fight scene comes last. Why not 
let me wait and tell Hugh just a day 
•w two before he fights Sidney?” • 

This was a new 'angle. I wanted to 
wort up a slow, petulant grouch, but 
Julie Insisted that she certainly would 
not fell Hughle such an outrageous 
falsehood nnd have him nil upset for 
weeks. I finally gave In. I had to 
give In. That's one of the things 
about women. They will do what you 
want, but they do It In their own 
way and In their own sweet time. 

We ground steadily away at "Lord 
Jones." making very good speed, and 
having no trouble at all. except that 
Sidney Hopper acted rather nasty at 
times, nnd sneered along through his 
part. He knew that It was his final 
picture and that he was being fired 
because of his alcoholic habits. Felt¬ 
man had already notified him that in 
future we would try to struggle on 
without him. 

When wc cleared up everything ex¬ 
cept the saloon brawl, I began work¬ 
ing out the details. It was to start 
off with n general free-for-nil battle, 
In which n dozen members of the com¬ 
pany would do'their best to simulate 
a gang fight. After the lesser scoun¬ 
drels had been driven from the scene. 
Lord Jones was to have his .chance at 
the villain, who 'Reserved everything 
he was going to get. 

We started tho general battle and 
the mob worked well and quickly. I 
wound up the lighting about noon oa 
Monday, and we spertt tho afternoon 
preparing for Hugh's big fight with 
Hopper, which I expected to shoot 
some time Tuesday. 

I RECALL that during Hie hist days 
of the "Lord Jones” picture 1 was 
not a gracious and pieusing object 
to the human eye. because of a 
slight accident in my own home. I 
think It was on the Saturday night 
preceding otir final week with the pic¬ 
ture that tho missus roused me from 
a deserved slumber about 3 In the 
morning nnd bade me walk hurriedly 
into the kitchen nnd fill the hot-water 
bottle. 

I scrambled out of bed, started for 
the kitchen In a staggering tine, and 
walked directly into tho end of the 
bedroom door. I hit the part you 
always hit when you walk into a door 
at night, namely, your head. Tho door 
was a strong, solid piece of architec¬ 
ture, and my first Impression was that 
I had been killed and would bo burled 
after a decent wait Sly skull must 
be as thick as people liavo said, bo- 
causc 1 lived through It; hut in ths 
morning I resembled the solo survi¬ 
vor of some terrible railroad wreck. 

My forehead had nn Indentation, us 
though somebody had started to how 
his wav through with an ax, Mj nose 
was skinned very thoroughly. My 
’rather prominent chock bone was 
chipped a bit, and my right eye was 
as blue und closed as a Pittsburgh 
saloon. 

I accused the missus of trying to 
murder me for the Insurance, but sh« 
merely remarked that at my age a 
man ought to be able to And his way 
round a five-room bungalow with 
doors everywhere. Sunday my features 
spent the time getting worse to look 
at. and on Monday, when I strolled 
into the studio, 1 encountered Jimmy 
Dean, the boss property man. 

"Ah. ha!" Jimmy said, gunning H t 
me. "First you sussed the man nnd 
then he slammed you.” 

I walked on to the office, and three 
times t was forred to listen to low 
Insults from the hired hands. Julie 
Howard came along, looked at my 
mussed-up features and began to 
smile. "Why, Stove." she said. "How 
ever did It happend?” 

"A door," 1 snapped. "Have you told 
Hugh yet about that engagement 

tiling?” 

Mho shook her head. 

"We shoot the light tn.jnott'ow." I 
went on. "You know that, don't you? 
If you're going to help this picture, 
you'll tell Hugh Immediately, Of 
course If you want us to make an¬ 
other of those crumby lights, why, 
don't tell Him. 

"Very well," she said slowly, "If 
| have to, I suppose I must." 

"Yes. and you ought to have told 
him a week ago." 1 said sourly, "How¬ 
ever, it Isn't too Ifte yet. Tell him 
this morning, and then go away some¬ 
where until the saloon stuff la over.” 



"GET HUGHIE MAD. • • • HE NEVER WENT INTO A 

FIGHT YET WtJEN HE WAS ROARING MAD AND THAT'S 
WHAT I WANT HIM TO BE." 
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"All right. Steve." she replied. Til 
tell him." 

Alter that 1 felt a bit easier In my 
mind over the coming brawl. I went 
ahead with Monday's work, directing 
the mod) with my one good eye. Hugh 
Foley "failed to show up at all. but 
that didn't matter, because his work 
was finished, with the exception of the 
single scene with Hopper. 

O N Tuesday morning we pre¬ 
pared for the Important bat¬ 
tle, and Hug)i waa on the lot 
early. He came over to me, 
looked at me for a minute, and shook 
hands without saying a word. Then 
ho turned and walked off. 

"Hughle." I called after him. "about 

this fight this afternoon”- 

"Never mind telling me anything 
about It." he replied. 'This Is going 
to be a real fight, kid." 

"Plenty of ginger.'' I said. 

"Walt and see." Hugh answered, and 
continued toward his dressing room. 

We hud lunch at the usual hour, and 
then wo all started for the Anal Job. 
There was a larger crowd than usual, 
because the other folks In a studio 
always like to horn In and watch a 
fight Everything was In shape, and 
Just before we started off 1 noticed 
.Tulle Howard came In unobtrusively 
and climbed upon a pile of trunks In 
one corner, where she could see and 
hear the Job In hand I wandered over 
to her. 

"Did you toll him?" I asked. 

"1 told him. 1 ’ 

"I hope ho fights." I continued. 

"He ought to." Julie repeated con¬ 
fidently. "I think he will.” 

"He acte sort of queer." I remarked 
hopefully. "If It all comes out In this 
scene, we ought to have the south end 
of a pogrom.” . . . 

The two Important characters ap¬ 
peared presently. Hughle began the 
action. He was dressed In an ordi¬ 
nary business suit, whereas Sidney 
wore evening clothes, which, accord¬ 
ing to the schedule, ought to be 
pretty well destroyed when we fin¬ 
ished the srono. 

They came In from opposite sides, 
looked at each other, said a few bitter 
words, and struck. The entire action 
lasted only six minutes. 

I planted four cameras whero they 
would miss nothing, because I reallxed 
before we turned a crank that this 
would be one encounter between gen¬ 
tlemen which could nev'T *><■ «hnt a 
second time. I cither got all of It the 
first lime or I never got It. One of 
my cameras was up among the raft¬ 
ers. shooting d wn. and the others 
aimed In from various advantageous 
angles. There is never a close-up ‘n 
that entire scene, because you need 
no close-ups when you can see mur¬ 
der being done at a short distance. 

Hugh uttered no sound after the for¬ 
mal set speech of hla entry. The In¬ 
structions colled for him to look as 
ferocious as possible, and that was 
what he was doing, without any ef¬ 
fort, He was not acting, and I knew 
It. Just before we began cranking I 
spoke briefly to Sid Hopper, who untU 
this time believed he was as good a 
man as Hughle. 

"You watch yourself In this scene” 
X cautioned. "This Is going to be a 
real fight, so look out you don’t- lose 

a leg." 

"Quit kidding me." Hopper replied 
airily, und that was the last airy re¬ 
mark he made that day. or for many 
days. 

T HERE was one person missing 
from the group of spectators. 
Old man Fcttraan had made a 
hurried trip to Chicago, and I 
was sorry. I wished be had delayed 
tils trip so ha could have witnessed 
this tight However I consoled myself 
with the thought that he would see the 
result when he returned. I yelled at 
the four cameras and we began crank¬ 
ing. 

At the beginning I heard Hugh say 
something to Hopper. Five minutes 
after the start voices were raised In 
protest and tho bystanders began urg- 
Ing me to stop Hughle from killing 
Sydney Hopper before their eyes. It 
was a fight. No doubt at alL 
Both of Sid's eyes were banged shut 
In the first throe minutes, and his 
evening clothes were destroyed In no 
time, os demanded by the script. It 
was not a plain fisticuff combat, but 
bordered on the knock-down anJ 


drag-out type of battle. It must ham 
come as a genuine surprise to Sidney, 
#ho had fought Hughle in othw ple- 
tures without the aid of ambulances 
of hospitals. Tables and lamps were 
knocked over very realistically and 
curtains dragged from their poles: 
windows were smashed and plaster 
Vcnuses went to bits in the uproar. It 
was a humdinger of a fight, and every 
time Uughle landed. Hopper flopped. 

Finally Sidney dropped under the 
remains of a table, and when be failed 
to rouse up and continue I ordered 
the cameras to desist The reason 
Sidney stayed where he was was 
plain. He was dear out sleeping tbs 
sweet sleep of unconsciousness, and 
far away. I then shooed the company 


physician Into the ruins and he en¬ 
deavored to restore the villain. Hugh 
Foley walked slowly out of the studio 
and across the lot toward hla dressing 
room. 

"Now." 1 said to Julie, a few min¬ 
utes later, “you can go to Hughle and 
tell him that you framed this up." 

"It was a great fight wasn't ltr 
she demanded, beaming on me. 

"A bird," I admitted, "and my 
scheme worked great Only there's no 
use letting Hugh think you care for 
Hopper. Oo and tell him that we 
framed this all up for his own good." 

Julie hurried away to confess and 
bathe her sweetheart's wounds. He 
had plenty of them, because Sidney 


Hopper swings a mean fist, and he 
bad been fighting for his life. I found 
a number of wind-up details that kept 
me busy, and later In the afternoon 
I went Into the projection room. When 
I emerged, the studio was deserted 
and dark. 

T WO days later I received an ab¬ 
rupt summons from old man 
Feltmah, who had returned 
from Chicago. I entered hti 
sanctum right cheerfully, because I 
knew he had seen the saloon stuff and 
was pleased far the first time In three 
years. 

"Steve." be said when I came In, 
”slt down." 

I sat 


“I've been trying to decide ail morn¬ 
ing whether to fire you now or give 
you one more chance," he remarked, 
gating at my still discolored orb. 

"Fire mel" I echoed daxedly. "Did 
you say fire me?" 

'That's what I said exactly. No 
director of mine can camp out in the 
Brig Cafe It don't look right and, be¬ 
sides. It's a company rule, and well 
you know It Of course Hopper Is 
gone, but if be wasn't going I would 
have let him go for this. There's Just 
one thing that saves you, Steve. 
You've got a corking good fight scene, 
and It’s going to hold your job this 
time, but the nex*. time you start for 
tho Brig Cafe you can know that 


you’re all throagh as a director tar 
tho Clneg.Torino." 

I atargd at Frltman and tried to 
comprehend. T.leten," I said firmly, 
'•you're either craxy or soeMfcsdy bsa 
been stringing you. I haven't here la 
tho Brig Cafe In two year*, und cer¬ 
tainly not ion re I worked for you.” 

He grunted. 

“Of course Sidney Hopper didn't 
give you that black eye," pointing at 
the dismal object In question "Of 
course you and he didn't get Into a 
disgraceful brawl." 

"Of course you're off your nut,” I 
said heatedly. "I tell you I haven't 
been within miles of the Brig In 
years. Where do you gel til this 
news?" 

Then I did learn something astound¬ 
ing. Fcltman had his’ news and It 
came straight from the source, Hop- 
p«w had attacked me In a drunken 
rage, following my statement nt the 
Brig Cafo that Hugh Foley was the 
best comedy-drama actor in Califor¬ 
nia. The presumption was that 1 too 
waa also mildly pickled. Artcr a 
heated altercation Mr. Hopper wal¬ 
loped mo plenty, and tho waiters In¬ 
tervened In time to aave my life. This 
was the polite news about me. 

"Yea,"- i said dumbly, "but who 
started all this?" 

"Julie told Hugh about It right af¬ 
ter it happened.” Insisted Feitman. 
"Sho hud all the details, and It may 
bo that, disgraceful os tho Incident 
was. It bad a certain definite effect In 
the fight between Hugh and Hopper. 
Hughle likes you and probably wel¬ 
comed a clmnco to lambaste Hopper." 

“Liston." I said eanostly. reaching 
for my hut. Tvs got to go and talk to 
Julie, I'll send her to you and she can 
tell you the truth. I'm Just beginning 
Jo see the workings of a Indy's mind. 
And tho truth about that eye of mine 
la that I walked into a door In my 
own Innocent home. Remember that.” 

1 STEPPED Into the bright sun¬ 
shine. and as It approached noon 
I aimed for tho Silver Star Res¬ 
taurant. Hugh’s car was at the 
curt), as I half expected, and within 
Hugh and Julie were peacefully lunch¬ 
ing. I burst upon them without warn¬ 
ing. 

"Fine," I said, alttlng down. "You 
got me Into a grand Jam. young lady. 
I Just came from tlie old man and I 
nearly loft my job behind me. Why 
tills yarn about Hopper homing me 
upr 

"Didn't ho?" Hugh asked n surprise. 
Julie began to laugh. "| suppose it 
had to come out," she said i gretfully. 
"Now I'll have to tell Mr. Fcltman it 
wasn't so.” 

"What wasn't so?" Hugh echoed. 
"What ails you two? Didn't Hopper 
maul you. Steve?" 

I cxpl.ilncj with sum dignity that 
Julie had double-crossed me. 

"Well ,' she said defensively, "It 
made Hugh fighting in id It was a 
good story, wasn't It 

"areal.” 1 said coldly "But what 
annoys mo is this: Why didn't you 
tell him what we agreed on? She was 
to tell you. Hughle. that she was go¬ 
ing to break h«r engagement and 
marry Sidney Hopper. She evidently 
didn't like that story m> she improved 
upon It.'" 

"I dlJ," Julie laughed, "out 1 couldn't 
tell Hugh what yon wanted me to.” 

“Why?” l demanded, ntl11 » little 

sore. 

"Shall we tell him. Hugh?” 

"Sure," agreed our star 

"The fact is,” Jlille te'gan. "Tli# 

fact Is"- V 

"Listen. Steve," Hugh interrupted. 
"Julte and I have been married the 
last two months. We weren't going 
to tell anybody until we finished this 
picture. Then we were planning on a 
big trip East, maybe a» ' ir as Potato 
Glty. Idaho." 

I put down my glass of water and 
looked at the two of them In mild as¬ 
tonishment. and that a about all there 
is to It. We got our fight all right 
enough, but there being a lady mixed 
up in It, she had to da it her own 
way. In the mean time t ijv.). in oaso 
you have an opportun.ty this winter 
to take a peek at "LorJ JoDM.” cast 
your eye upon that fir'.: -'«nr jf n 
Isn’t a real battle. I n i blue-nosed 
cassowary. 
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